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OAKLAND 
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A majority of the dead motherfuckers described herein have been 
chosen primarily for their genocidal crimes against native people 
during the westward colonization of the so-called United States 
of Amerikkka and Kianada. Their gruesome acts of violence both 
structural and immediate are at times described in detail. 


Readers who are already familiar with this history, and/or for whom 
such descriptions may be unnecessarily traumatizing, are invited to 
skip directly to pissing on the graves. 
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UMEE, PULIN 


SOLDIER, WAR. CRIMINAL 
10/13/1862 - 10/2/1948 
Block 46, Lot 57 (Map: TOILET) 


Samuel Phillips was a Private in the US Army 2nd Cavalry, whose 

forces came across a Lakota village of 61 lodges along Little Muddy 

Creek before sunrise on May 1, 1877, in what is today southeastern 
“Montana.” 


When Chief Lame Deer approached under flag of truce, he was shot 

down, and the U.S. forces proceeded to attack the mostly sleeping and 

defenseless village. Dozens were killed or wounded with dozens more 
captured; 450 horses were also captured, half of which were killed. 


Five soldiers including Phillips received Medals of Honor for their 
actions that day. His read “gallantry in action.” 


PISS ON HIS GRAVE. 


I have to admit I couldn’t actually find this motherfuckers grave. 
The graves in this section of the cemetery are only marked by these 
plaques in the ground - no headstones - and a lot of them were 
very overgrown by grass or otherwise impossible to read. Let’s hope 
nature has eaten any trace left of this fucker. If you are able to find 
it though, congratulations, and make sure to give it a good soaking. 


The George Floyd Uprising of 2020 saw a renewed push for the 
removal, desecration and/or destruction of statues and monuments 
honoring white supremacists who should've been lain six feet under 

much sooner than they were. In Saint Paul, which along with its twin 
city Minneapolis sits adjacent to the sacred birth place of the Dakota 
people at the confluence of the Mississippi and Minnesota Rivers, 

a statue of Christopher Columbus was joyously ripped from its 
pedestal by American Indian Movement activists and accomplices, its 
head smashing the pavement. Elsewhere, monuments to slaveholders, 
confederates and colonizers were torn down, defaced, at least twice 
thrown in the literal ocean, or pre-emptively removed by authorities 

who knew the monuments would otherwise meet a similar fate. 


Conservatives and liberals alike crowed about what these removals 
would mean for historical figures who have largely not yet achieved 
the level of infamy required for a full-on community statue-smashing 
party. “What about George Washington, or Abraham Lincoln?” they 
cry, “Should we take down their statues too? Rename ail the schools 

and cities bearing their name?” to which those of us who prefer to 

celebrate the history of people rather than of rulers scream, 
“YES, now you're getting it!!!” 


There is one landscape, however, that has remained mostly untouched 
to date by this historical reckoning. It is those plots of land we 
decorate with sculpted stones, fake flowers and manicured lawns, in 
some contextless sense of respect to those who often deserve none 
whatsoever, and whom in any case aren’t around any more to care. 
In the cemetery, the monuments may tell us someone was a “loving 
father” or “faithful son,” but never whether they were a cruel bastard, 
a genocidaire, or otherwise someone to whom many ordinary people 
at one time or another said, 


cc? : T end ; , A are a x . A see 2? 
I hope I get to piss on your grave some day. 


The zine is written in honor of all those who did not outlive their 
oppressors; to those who did not receive the opportunity to piss 
on the graves of the cruelest bastards of their own time. At a bare 
minimum, we will do it for them. With luck, wisdom and strategy, 
may our actions against the monuments to these motherfuckers of the 
past translate also into our victories against the oppressors of today. 


ABOUT OAKLAND PUBLIC BATHROOM 
(CEMETERY 


Oakland Cemetery bills itself as the oldest cemetery in the Midwest. 
This billing is fitting for the lies and liars you will encounter within 
its unimpressive gates. Consider the fact that a mere three miles 
away lie native burial mounds which have overlooked the Mississippi 
River for, depending on whom you ask, some 2,000 years or since 
time immemorial. Then consider that a considerable number of the 
rotting, rotten colonizer corpses within Oakwood Cemetery considered 
themselves benefactors of the divine right of conquest of this land at 
the expense of the lives and livelihoods of its original inhabitants. The 
former did not consider the latter human beings, even if the latter 
had any desire to be buried in as strange a place as a dreary, stuffy 
European settler cemetery. 


This particular dumping ground for dipshits was incorporated in 1853, 
as the United States of Amerikkka’s genocidal conquest of the region 
approached its zenith. The first president of the cemetery association 

was none other than the main architect of Dakota Genocide, territorial 
governor Alexander Ramsey, whom you can read about in the pages 
that follow. Many of the permanent residents of Oakland, and most 

of those featured in this zine, are Ramsey’s co-conspirators and 
foot soldiers responsible for their ultimately failed (but very nearly 
successful) project of the complete extermination of the Dakota. There 
are also large sections of the cemetery set aside for fallen soldiers of 
other colonial wars and the U.S. Civil War, as well as a notable section 
for fallen firefighters. 


As a public cemetery, burial plots remain open to all (who can afford 
them, provided they are dead). The cemetery has become quite popular 
with the Hmong immigrant community and also contains a “County 
Acre” used in prior decades for the region’s poor. As such, be sure to 
use discretion and good judgement when disrespecting the dead. 


D Ea i McMillan’s grave is just a lil bit north 
from Fiandrau’s; both are along the road. im | jal E 
yo lal 1] It’s pretty simple, not much to it really. 
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ULBE IEM, 


IMPERIAL ARMY SERGEANT, WAR. CRIMINAL 
10/13/1862 - 10/2/1948 
Biock 50, Lot 57 (Map: POOP) 


As a Sergeant in the US Army 7th Cavalry, Albert McMillan took 
part in the December 29, 1890 massacre at Wounded Knee Creek, 
South Dakota on the Pine Ridge Reservation. 


As part of the United States’ genocidal campaign to seize Lakota 
lands, the US military occupied and confiscated weapons from native 
encampments. During such an operation at Wounded Knee, while a 
Ghost Dance was being performed, troops massacred over 250 men, 
women and children, wounding many more. A subsequent blizzard 

lasted three days, and not wanting to do it themselves, the troops 
hired civilians to bury the dead. White colonizers at the time were by 

and large undisturbed. 


South Dakota newspaper editor L. Frank Baum (later the author of 
“The Wizard of Oz”) wrote: “Having wronged [indigenous peoples] 
for centuries, we [European colonizers} had better, in order to protect 
our civilization, follow it up by one more wrong and wipe these 
untamed and untamable creatures from the face of the earth.” 


Survivor Hehaka Sapa (Black Elk), medicine man, educator and 
author of Black Eik Speaks, wrote decades later “When I look back 
now from this high hill of my old age, I can still see the butchered 

women and children lying heaped and scattered all along the crooked 
guich as plain as when I saw them with eyes still young. And I can 
see that something else died there in the bloody mud, and was buried 
in the blizzard. A people’s dream died there. 
It was a beautiful dream.” 


For this, the colonel in charge of the massacre was promoted. 
McMillan and 19 others were awarded Medals of Honor by the 
United States. 


TO KNOW WHEN VISITING 


Geographically, the cemetery sits a mile north of the Minnesota State 
Capitol, where many of its more prominent permanent residents did 
their deathly deeds in life. It is bordered by Jackson Street on the east, 
Sycamore to the south, Syivan to the west, and Magnolia Avenue to 
the north. If coming from Minneapolis, take 194 to 135E North, then 
immediately take the Cayuga Street exit and turn left at the light. 


The cemetery is surrounded on all four sides by a simple, six foot tall 
chainlink fence. There are vehicle entrance gates on the south side (at 
Sycamore & Jackson) and the east side (at Jackson & Sims Ave, near 
the office/maintenance buildings). A chain link pedestrian gate on the 
west side at the intersection of Front Ave & Sylvan allows for entrance 
from this sleepy one-way street, directly in front of Alexander Ramsey’s 
rotting corpse. At many spots along the east side of the fence, erosion 
has created gaps at ground level that would not be difficult to crawl 
under for those wishing to visit during less official hours. Small gaps 
and easily climbable spots exist adjacent to stone pillars in the NW 
corner of the grounds, as well. A portion of the main gate on the south 
side also is easily scalable. 


The cemetery is surrounded almost 
entirely by residential homes. On 
a recent warm and sunny Friday 

spring afternoon, the cemetery 
was nearly empty except for 
lawn mowers and maintenance 
personnel, a lone mourners, and an 
elderly man walking through the 
empty field in the north of the 
lot. Listed gate hours are 8am-8pm 
in summer and 8am-4:30pm in 
winter. 


The cemetery’s website is 
oaklandcemeterymn.com. 


A grounds map is reproduced on 
the centerfold of this zine. 


MENN NSN 


EXECUTIVE, EXPLOITER, PHILANTHROPIST 
3/5/1887 - 1/16/1966 
Biock 69, Lot 2 (Map #8) 


Born in the heart of stolen Dakota land in Granite Falls “Minnesota,” 
Bush was a bigwig at one of the state’s biggest corporate criminals, 
Minnesota Mining and Manufacturing (3M). From 1949 until his 

fortunate death in 1966 he was chairman of the environmental 
exploitation enterprise’s executive committee. 


This motherfucker got so obscenely rich that he and his wife created 
the Bush Foundation to launder their reputations; despite these 
efforts (which continue today) to funnel a portion of their estate into 
unthreatening charitable causes acceptable to the white and wealthy, 
his fortune at death was still estimated at $200 million. Many a left- 
leaning nonprofit in the Twin Cities relies heavily enough on the $970 
million Bush Foundation pot that the foundation is effectively able to 
prevent activity they may deem too radical by threatening to withhold 
grant money. The $2 Billion McKnight foundation - another local 
pillar of the nonprofit industrial complex serving this purpose - was 
also established by a 3M executive. 


Over the decades, Bush’s 3M empire was responsible for massive 
amounts of pollution at various sites across the Twin Cities including 
at their Oakdale and Cottage Grove facilities. The company released 
vast amounts of PFA and PFC perma-toxins into the groundwater 
and local waterways including the Mississippi River. These byproducts 
are the result of 3M’s “innovations” in hazardous consumer and 
manufacturing products such as nonstick cookware, stain-resistant 
fabrics, and industrial adhesives, all shit nobody really needs. 


PISS ON HIS GRAVE.... ER, MAUSOLEUM. 


After the battle of New Ulm, duly impressed at his loyalty to the 
colonizer state, genocidaire in chief Alexander Ramsey promoted 
Fiandrau to colonel in charge of military operations in the entire 
southwestern section of the state. He served in this capacity at the 
same time as he held a judgeship on the state Supreme Court. 


Flandrau State Park near New Ulm and the town of Flandrau, South 
Dakota are both named after this bastard. 


PISS ON HIS GRAVE. 


Fiandrau’s gravestone is 
a fairly simple, medium 
sized turd shaped rock 
pointing up at the sky, 
as if the motherfucker 
was buried face down 
and his hardened turds 
are pushing up thru 
the soil. A marker 
in the ground reads 
simply “C.E.F.” 
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jAn teresting historical note: “contemporary reports fom the 
battle of New Uim state that while fighting was raging, many 
white women shoplifted en masse from the town’s General Store. 
After the battle, settlers debating whether to evacuate to the town A 


Ù of Mankato accused one another, including Flandrau, of =n 
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to loot what remained of New Uim upon its abandonment 
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JUDGE, COLONIZER, PARAMILITARY LEADER 
7/15/1828 - 9/9/1903 
Block 50, Lot 18 (Map #32) 


Charles Eugene Flandrau was an early colonizer of the region, 
moving in 1853 from New York to the banks of the Minnesota 
River at Traverse des Sioux (near present day St. Peter). His wealthy 
family, descendants of 17th century French colonizers, prepared him 
well for his participation in the (in)justice system as a lawyer and 
state supreme court judge. In 1856 he was appointed to represent 
the interests of the US Government in their bogus treaties with the 
Dakota. 


Once many Dakota, starving from the United Snakes’ failure to follow 
through on its side of the agreements, had enough of this farce (see 
the entry for Andrew Myrick on the previous page), Flandrau took it 
upon himself to enlist in the union army, assembling a paramilitary 
force against the Dakota who sought to take back their land at the 

colonial settlement of New Ulm on August 23, 1862. 


With few rifles between them, fire was the main weapon of the battle. 
Dakota forces occupied and burned much of the outskirts of town, 
until the settlers themselves burned most of the remaining buildings 

in their own last-ditch defense. As fighting reached a stalemate 
overnight, settle reinforcements arrived from upriver and the Dakota 
freedom fighters retreated. With only 30 or so buildings left standing, 
the 2,000 settlers evacuated themselves to nearby Mankato. Many of 
them now knew what it was like to lose everything but the clothes on 
their backs - just like many Dakota and other indigenous peoples had 
since the beginning of European invasion. 


Fiandrau later admitted that had the Indians “boldly charged into the 
town and set it on fire, they would have won the fight.” 


Bush is, in fact, the only motherfucker in this zine to have a full 
on Mausoleum thing going on. The structure is in the NW corner 
of section 69 (nice), next to the road facing the chapel. It’s ugly 
a.f. Behind the boring ol block structure/blank canvas is a heavily 
shaded area with shrubs and tree cover, a great spot for taking care 
of business. 
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FOREST DESTROYER, LUMBER. EXECUTIVE 
1866-1930 
Biock 69, Lot 11 (Map #9) 


Charles August Weyerhauser was born into his father’s timber 
empire, taking over management of a lumber company in Little 
Falls in central so-called Minnesota not long into adulthood. Soon 
he accumulated enough profits to move into a luxurious mansion 
overlooking the Mississippi. 


As deforestation through central Minnesota continued apace, Charles 
Weyerhauser moved to Duluth, closer to the more exploitable forests 
of the northwoods. Like others in his family, he was president or 
director of numerous timber companies throughout his life. To the 
joy of the jack pines, the lynx and all the forest, he kicked the bucket 
as a result of food poisoning on a cruise ship in India in 1930. 


This is a pic of the 
grass-eater’s gravestone. 
Unfortunately, when I went 
out to Oakland Public 
Bathroom to scout for this 
zine, | hadn’t realized this 
fucked-around, found-out 
loser was buried here. Then 
before I could go back out, 
some other shit came up - 
you know, just the usual old 
Andrew Myricks, Alexander 
Ramseys and Henry Sibleys 
of today assassinating people 
standing up for their freedom 
- and so I couldn’t make it 
back out to the cemetery 
before I needed to get this 
zine printed. 


#AliColonzersAreBastards #AliCopsAreBastards 
#AUCollaboratorsAreBastards 


So we're just gonna have to trust that it’s there and eminently 
pissable. Go get it y'all. 
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INVADER, SUPPLY HOARDER, GRASS EATER. 
6/28/1832 - 8/18/1862 
Biock 3, Lot 51 (Map: GRASS) 


Andrew Jackson Myrick (yes, that was his full name) was a colonizer 
capitalist who operated two “Indian agency” stores responsible for 
providing Dakota people along the Minnesota River with necessities 
of life under terms of bogus United Snakes treaties. In the summer 
of 1862, having been confined to small reservations suffering from 
resource depletion and overhunting due both to the limitations of 
the land and to incursions by white invaders, combined with two 
poor growing seasons, many Dakota were on the brink of death due 
to starvation. Myrick’s store refused to sell food on credit, and U.S. 
authorities withheld both food and cash payments due under the 
terms of 1851 treaties. 


One day, 500 Dakota organized direct action, some surrounding the 
U.S. soldiers guarding a storehouse full of provisions while others 
broke in and carried out food. A compromise was reached to provide 
some food to the Dakota, with a promise that more would be issued 
to others 30 miles downriver. That promise, like so many others, was 
broken. At a subsequent meeting, Myrick was asked his opinion, and 
he replied, “So far as I am concerned, if they are hungry let them eat 
grass or their own dung.” He had said aloud to a native audience 
what other traders and officials had merely conveyed through their 
actions. 


Soon thereafter, many Dakota, led by Ta-oya-te-duta (Little Crow) 
decided they had no viable option but to try and retake what 
had been stolen from them, utilizing both guerrilla attacks and 
besiegement of United States facilities. One of the first settlers to 
die in the war was Andrew Myrick, found with grass stuffed in his 
mouth. 


PISS ON HIS GRAVE. 


Elsewhere in the Weyerhauser family tree/clearcut, in 1935, 9-year- 
old George Weyerhauser was kidnapped and held for $200,000 cash 
ransom from his timber magnate father Philip. The ransom was 
paid and George (later to become a muitimillionare tycoon himself) 
released unharmed; unfortunately, the kidnappers were captured some 
days later via the tracking of serial numbers on the bilis. 


The Weyerhaesuer Company today is one of the most well known 
deforesters on the continent, owning or managing over 26 million 
acres of land in North America - an area bigger than 14 U.S. states. 
Tt has been notable over the decades for its willingness to destroy old 
growth forests and critical habitat, only introducing more sustainable 
forestry practices when it estimates a larger profit can be made. The 
rainforests of the Pacific Northwest have been particularly devastated 
by the greed of the Weyerhauser family and the empire’s present-day 
executives. The company has also played a role in helping to brand 
nonviolent guerrilla tactics used against corporations in defense of the 
Earth as “eco-terrorism.” 


PISS ON THEIR GRAVES. 


Q Da t P > 4 
Q A © Q A = Aetas Zl Ò 


> are stones for several 
, There are stone en 
at the memorial in Block 69 of the cemetery (nice). | 


Ê 

Pik, PEG, R. OPA AAR e h 
° On a quiet day, you could probably get away yi 

; ri : l 
O smoking a different king of tree here than the 
i r A’ | 
f Weyerhausers did. g 


UN, UTS 


COLONIZER, PILLAGER, ROBBER BARON 
3/6/1814 - 5/10/1888 
Block 66, Lot 55 (Map #12) 


Kittson was one of the region’s earliest colonizers. He was such an 
asshole that not just one, but two northwestern MN counties are 
named after him: Kittson County and Norman County. 


He was a fur trader, then a steamboat line owner, and then a railway 

entrepreneur who had a significant financial role in the creation of 

the Canadian Pacific Railway. The CP rail system hastened westward 

colonization and displacement of native peoples across the continent, 

and to this day has been a major mover of fossil fuels across Kianada 
and the northern United Snakes. 


In his role as a fur trader he pillaged the northwoods and exploited 
the labor of Anishinaabe and Metis people for the sake of the fashion 
of bourgeouis colonizers in Saint Paul, where he briefly served as city 

councillor and mayor. 


Just in case people didn’t think he was a rich enough motherfucker, 

or perhaps because he got bored of exploiting animals only for their 

pelts, he later in life became one of the most prominent race horse 
owners in the country. 


After Kittson’s death, the MN Historical Society noted that “he gave 

willingly but not ostentatiously to charitable causes,” which I mention 

here just to be clear how incredibly fucking low we set the bar in this 

country for remembering these grotesque robber barons after they kick 
the bucket. 


PISS ON HIS GRAVE. 
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Today white Minnesota still struggles to even accept 
the reality of the genocide led by Ramsey and Sibley. 
Politicians and progressives love to offer “land 
acknowledgements” referencing stolen native land, Ss 
while doing nothing towards returning millions 4 
of acres of public lands that easily could easily be 
transitioned to sovereign native jurisdiction. P 


In 2013, white liberal governor Mark Dayton issued 
an official proclamation repudiating Ramsey’s words AN 
from 1862. He also “both sides’d” the nature of ba 
the war, claiming the first Dakota who fought back 4 
with violence against settlers “started a vicious cycle 
of hate crimes.” The war, of course, did not start ? 
when 4 starving Dakota men shot back. It started 
when the likes of Ramsey and Sibley first invaded. 
Today, throughout Minnesota and the Great Plains, QW 
the widespread disparities in health, life expectancy, ; 
poverty, incarceration and more amongst the Dakota 4 
and other indigenous peoples can be traced directly ig 
to these events along the Minnesota River. 7 


In 2017, students at Ramsey Middle School in 
Minneapolis successfully ied a campaign to change a 
the name of the school. Countless institutions filled 
with adults, and of course Ramsey County itself, still 4 
bear this genocidal motherfucker’s name. Sibley also 
has a County, State Park, High School, and several 4 
towns named after him. 
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The two grave sites are mere yards apart, very much within sight of 
each other. There’s even a handy dandy parking spot/driveway in 
front of Ramsey’s, where you could practically piss on him, and defi- 
nitely throw a bag of dog shit on him, from your vehicle. 


#ACCESSIBILITY 


Ramsey’s is the more distinctive of the two, moderately tall with a 
rounded base and plenty of canvas area for correcting the historical 
record. Sibley’s is much older and more worn. Sibiey’s also features 
a modern plaque (was the original disturbed or destroyed?) mention- 
ing his civil war service but making no mention of his participation 
in the wars of conquest. I had a pic of mud smeared all over it but 
accidentally deleted it, so here it is with rabbit turds instead. 


(For a comprehensive, weil-sourced history of the genocidal “treaties” 
and the aftermath of the Dakota War, read Waztyatawin’s “What 
Does Justice Look Like,” Chapter 1: “How Minnesotans Wrested 

the Land From Dakota Peopie.” A PDF copy can be found at 
unsettlingminnesota.org. The chapter details how the actions of those 
we piss upon here meet all of the UN agreed upon international 
standards for genocide.) 
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as an ample canvas. 
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EXECUTIVE, HOTELIER 
1/20/1862 - 1/10/1948 
Biock 70, Lot 79 (Map #14) 


Like Archibald Bush, Ordway was a “pioneer” of the 3M company, 
responsible for moving its headquarters to the Twin Cities. A brief 
enumeration of 3M’s colonial and ecocidal dealings can be found 
in Bush’s entry. Not one to shy away from wealthy snob stereotypes, 
Ordway was an avid yacht racer. 


Ordway also has the dubious distinction of constructing - or rather, 
exploiting the low wage laborers responsible for constructing - the 
Saint Paul Hotel, which to this day serves as luxury accommodations 
for some of Amerikkka’s most rich and infamous motherfuckers. The 
upscale Ordway Center for the Performing Arts, recent host to such 
racist and misogynist productions as “Miss Saigon,” was built with 
the family fortune. 


PISS ON HIS GRAVE. 


The Ordway plot on the north side of block 70 along the road, has a 

comparatively modest headstone in front of a large lawn surrounded 

by small knee-height hedges. Its not very pretty or dramatic looking 

really. A stone marker in the ground designates the spot where Lucius’ 
ashes rest in piss whilst his soul tangles with the devil. 


At the end of the war, General Sibiey’s crimes took center stage, as he 

deceptively separated the Dakota men from the women and children. 

The men were subjected to military tribunals at which over 300 were 
sentenced to death by hanging - an attempt to immediately execute 
over 15% of the surrendered male population. President Abraham 
Lincoln pared the number to be executed to 38 - the largest mass 
execution in US history - which took place in Mankato on the day 

after Christmas in 1862. 


Sibley and his troops force-marched 
the surviving men to a concentration 
camp in Mankato, beating them bloody 
and allowing settlers to stone them and 
pour boiling water upon them along the 
way. Women and children were death 
marched to a concentration camp at Fort 
Snelling, where today most visitors to 
the state park there do not know that 
the land they hike, bike, and ski upon is 
saturated with Dakota blood. At the end 
of winter, surviving men were shipped 
down the Mississippi to be imprisoned 
in Davenport, lowa; women and children 
survivors were taken further up the 
Missouri River to Crow Creek, South 
Dakota, to endure camps with similar 
horrific conditions. 


Sull, this was not enough for Sibley and 
Ramsey, who enacted a bounty of $200 on 
the scalps of any Dakota people who had 
so far managed to elude the authorities. 
A newspaper wrote at the time, “this sum 
is more than the dead bodies of ali the 
Indians east of the Red River are worth.” 


SHIT ON THEIR GRAVES. 


written only in English, never explained to Dakota leaders, and 
contradicted existing law; after signing, those few provisions beneficial 
to the Dakota were often blatantly disregarded anyway. 


Heny Hastings Sibley was a white colonizer trader and representative 
to the U.S. Congress who benefitted from the Treaty of Traverse des 
Sioux, which allowed for US government payments to be disbursed to 
traders rather than the Dakota themselves. Sibley made a whopping 
$66,459 from the treaty, in addition to a 10% fee he charged for 
acting as “attorney” for the Treaty of Mendota shenanigans. Ramsey 
took a large cut as well. In his own role as “negotiator,” territorial 
governor Ramsey withheld payments and food promised by previous 
treaties in order to get what he wanted, used imprisoned Dakota 
warriors as bargaining chips, and rewarded those chiefs more willing 
to collaborate with the United States with individual payments of 
gold. He also incarcerated opposition chief Red Iron until after he 
obtained necessary signatures from other chiefs. 


The war against the Dakota had a second side in summer of 1862, 
when many Dakota reached 
a breaking point and fought 

for their freedom. (See the 

entries for Andrew Myrick 
and Charles Flandrau in 
this zine). Ramsey was again 
governor, having taken over 
the state executive 
from Sibley two years 
prior. He appointed 
Sibley commander of the 
settler volunteer troops. 
Under his direction, the 
willingness of U.S. troops 
and settler paramilitary 
forces to wantonly slaughter 
and imprison the Dakota 
overpowered the reluctance 
of Dakota leaders to 
respond in kind. 
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COLONIZER, GOVERNOR, EXTERMINATIONIST 
9/18/1815 - 4/22/1903 
Block 15, Lot 1 (Map #19) 


-AND- 


INVADER, POLITICIAN, GENERAL, GENOCIDAIRE 
EXTRAORDINAIRE 
2/20/1811 - 2/18/1891 
Block 16, Lot 2 (Map #20) 


The graves of Alexander Ramsey and Henry Hastings Sibley sit 
mere yards from one another on the western edge of Oakland 
Cemetery. Their genocidal crimes in the attempted extermination 
of the Dakota people are closely intertwined and will therefore be 
described together here in what by necessity can only amount to an 
introductory fashion. 


Alexander Ramsey was the first territorial governor of so-called 
Minnesota from 1849-1853, before serving as mayor of Saint Paul 
and then state governor from 1860-1863, overseeing the 1862 war of 
extermination against the Dakota. He is most well known (at least, by 
anyone who gives a shit, so excluding most official sources) for his 
words before the Minnesota legislature on September 9, 1862: “The 
Sioux Indians must be exterminated or driven forever beyond the 
borders of the state.” 


Well before then, the 1851 treaties of Traverse des Sioux and Mendota, 
coerced by threat of starvation and displacement by military force, 
formed the backbone of that attempted extermination via the takeover 
of tens of millions of acres of fertile land. Critical documents were 
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PAE EREE 14 - LUCIUS ORDWAY g SAMUEL PHILLIPS 
9 - CHARLES WEYERHAEUSER 19 - ALEXANDER RAMSEY 
20 - HENRY SIBLEY Ò ALBERT MCMILLAN 


12 - NORMAN KITTSON 32 - CHARLES FLANDRAU 


DREW MYRICK 


A detailed interactive map can be found on the cemetery’s website - however it is not mobile-dvice friendly. 


